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the saddest moments of his life, he could still remember those few
minutes of twilight after the stifling day, with himself sitting in the
Presbytery dining-room at the side of his adored mother, their knees
almost touching, and watching her as she kept on glancing at the
clock. Through the glass door he could see the Cure moving up and
down in the kitchen garden, intent upon his breviary.

"I'll come back before the end of the holidays, darling: that's a
promise. And next time you shall have a whole evening."

He made no reply. She told the coachman to close the hood of the
victoria, Jean jumped on the step and touched her neck with his lips.

"Get down! Don't you see he can't hold the horses in? ., ."

A cloud of dust rose and then subsided, Jean waited until the
carriage had disappeared round the last bend, and then went back
into the garden. He took off his shoes and stockings, fetched a
watering-can, and began to water the chicory which he had
transplanted the day before. Monsieur Calou said not a word, but
went off to the church to make his devotions. When he returned,
Jean had gone to bed, and called out "good night" sleepily through
the door. The Cure, before himself retiring, went down again to
make sure that he had bolted the front entrance. Contrary to his
usual custom, he did not leave the key hanging on its nail in the
passage, but put it under his pillow. Then, kneeling down beside
the bed, he prayed at greater length than on other nights.

Monsieur Calou thought at first that it was the wind that had
woken him. It was blowing hard, though the night was fine and
moonlight lay along the floor. Somewhere a shutter was banging.
Leaning out of the window he saw that it belonged to the room
above his own, where Jean slept. The fastening must be broken.
He slipped on his soutane, reached the attic landing, and opened
Jean's door as quietly as possible, meaning to shut the window, A
violent gust overturned a vase filled with heather picked by Mich&e,
standing on the table. The abb6 saw at once that die bed was empty.
He waited a few moments to get his breath, then went downstairs
and tried the front-door. The bolt had not been drawn, nor the lock